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oo. At the Garden 


The plains were smooth and covered by blossoms of every colour. Standing amidst 
them and taking in the panorama, only some groves of trees in the distance would 
obstruct your view of the green earth and blue sky filling the scene in equal measure. 
For here stood no fences or homes made by human hands — no walls, redoubts or lines 
in the ground men called borders. 


At morn’s light, bright rays of spring and the flavours of summer filled the air. By 
night’s fall, the sky was swept by autumn winds and dotted by bright stars of winter. 
On the earth dwelt many flowers and insects. The forests were home to water and 
greenery and different beasts. And upon the lake lived the graceful Fae. 


Man’s concept of Paradise was but an imitation of this isle at world’s end, a land 
which they would forever be forbidden from setting foot upon. Legends referred to 
this microcosm as ‘the island of apples’; a land of everlasting spring; a utopia that 
could never be obtained or reached by wiser beasts; a realm untouched by the cycle of 
descensions and downfalls seen in the greater world; and a strange land that had 
always existed alongside the length of human history and yet would never cross paths 
with humanity. 


Its name was Avalon — and it was the sea at the heart of the planet, the seat for the 
soul of the celestial being called Earth. 


“No... that is not the most correct expression to describe such a thing. For this realm is 
after all set upon both a higher and a lower plane of our world. I would say that it 
exists in the exact same point and location but off-set by several phases.” 


Someone walked the garden in the form of a human, that of a man dressed in a robe 
simple in design but woven from the finest fabrics. The sun’s rays shone through his 
long hair, igniting a rainbow of colours, as he stood there at ease and gazed into the 
distance. 


He strode through the sea of flowers as he spoke to them as one would speak to a 
friend. No doubt or hesitation could be seen as he hummed and continued to walk, not 
damaging a single petal on the ground. 


Undoubtedly he was some wayfaring sage who wandered into this foreign place. For 
one thing, none would journey upon the isle unless they also knew the way back, for it 
was known that Avalon was meant only for the dead. He walked on without any hint of 
fear because he himself was a foreign being. 


It was true that no living man could set foot within this Paradise — but he simply 
donned the form of one and something else entirely. 


To him, the outer world and this garden were much the same. They were the homes of 
others, where he was merely a guest. He belonged in neither of them and yet he could 
only find himself in one or the other. From the start, his philosophy on the matter was 
to neither approach nor make friends with humans nor paradises. That would explain 
the ‘how’ as to his sudden visit to this untouched land beyond the boundary; as for the 
‘why’, that would be his being pursued by a woman he had scorned and happening 
upon the bright idea to escape to the literal end of the world. 


“But this is really quite a terrible place... the magic in the air is so thick, it might as 
well be a vacuum. Just a single breath would sunder any living man of this era. The 
Paradise of legend, indeed... perhaps can it be better employed as a weapon?” 


He put to words whatever came to mind as he walked through that garden. 

The world and people he had left behind was a 5th Century island nation. He had been 
the court Magus of a king — but rather than stand alongside him in his final battle, he 
transferred himself into this realm just prior and escaped by himself for exceedingly 
personal reasons concerning a certain female. 


“T see. It was as I had expected... Mordred rose up in revolt with the approval of the 
lords who had been rebuked by the King., even pressing blame for the severe winters 
of recent years. So begins the rebellion against our stern king, that living embodiment 
of the ideals of kingship.” 


He trudged along, the flowers which he paid special attention not to step on lessening 
as he did. Although the isle stretched on endlessly, the environment itself did change; 
the closer he drew to where the shores of the island ought to be, the more barren and 
infertile the land became, much like Britain in the outer world. 


He pressed on, humming and twirling his staff — and curiously, flowers would spring 
up in the imprints he made upon the ground, despite there being no traces of 
Thaumaturgies or esotericae. They did not blossom from his desires to decorate the 
garden or a sense of sympathy towards these apparently barren lands, a disgrace 
compared to the rest of this Paradise. 


No — for this creature, bringing forth such profusions was as natural as taking breath. 
Bringing flowers to the earth; placing dreams in the hearts of men; ushering in simply 
a future for our history... 


“Well, so they claim... but in truth those eyes can do little more than sow more seeds. 
We cannot compare them to those of common men simply because we see further 
than them.” 


Clairvoyance — the ability of the eyes to remain in one place while seeing through to 
another. Since ancient times, greater beings had left the earth in the care of shamans 
who utilised this power to safeguard the lives of men. Even the greatest of Magi — 
holding the thickest of Magic Circuits and capable of conducting the most powerful of 
rituals — would not be considered an epitome of Thaumaturgy without this ‘sight.’ 


Merlin possessed such eyes with which to see through the world. He was born with a 
sense of sight that allowed him to perceive any and all things in existence within his 
era, down to the smallest of details, without needing to take a single step. 


Some Magi older than him even possessed eyes which could perceive into the past, or 
the future. Of course, they were also considered at the zenith — but the only living 
Magus who possessed clairvoyance was Merlin. The previous holders had brought 
annihilation to their own realm and disappeared from the world of men. 


To ‘know’ is simultaneously the lowest and the greatest accomplishment of 
Thaumaturegy; thus, those Magi born in possession of clairvoyance had at the same 
time reached the truth of the world — becoming heretics of humanity itself who never 
managed to gain their philosophies and perspectives. 


Without retrocognition, Merlin did not possess the ability to comprehend how other 
human beings lived their lives — only some aspects of it. He could not understand how 
human society operated, but he did manage to take away the impression that, 
generally speaking, their lives were not very interesting. Merlin was aware of nearly 
all the doings and happenings occurring within his era, as well as capable of deducing 
how they would end; to him, the world was no different from a tapestry. 


Certainly, it was a piece worth appreciating at length. He might even consider it an 
expression of the concept of divine miracles. However, the more interesting the piece 
became, the more apparent it became that Merlin had no place in it. He simply sowed 
the seeds and was alienated from the results; his life might have gone differently if he 
had just a single companion who were able to sympathise with his grumblings — of 
how boring the perspective of God would be. 


It was to the point that he had even thought about taking his own life and ascending to 
the Throne immediately as a spirit, even as those who came before laughed at him — 
or rather, there had rarely been a day where he did not consider it. 


However, there was one responsibility that Merlin must see through to the end. 


He must see for himself the end of a certain people — and their king which he himself 
had wrought. 


“Oh, I do wonder... the age of Gods is long past, and with what is soon to unfold, so too 
will the age of the Fae end. It is the age of Man — and that will also reach its eventual 


conclusion. The day will come when this star of ours ceases to rotate, after which we 
will establish ourselves in the heavens, beginning the age of the Will. Those incapable 
of volition without a frame of freshness and blood will be left behind in time. And yet... 
I wonder why I find myself so often mingled with humanity.” 


Merlin was born from the union of a Welsh princess and an incubus. As a cambion, you 
could consider him a higher form of life, equipped with both a spiritual nature and the 
ability to subsist on humans, beings which were capable of concepting futures — if he 
were not in fact a halfway creation standing on neither side. Merlin himself had 
pondered life as an incubus’s child, existing only to bring antics to the world of human 
minds. At the same time, he developed the individuality that was humanity, and 
believed it a blessing to be able to function not simply within the dreams of others, but 
his own as well. 


Despite the circumstances of his birth, Merlin never came to despise humanity. If 
anything, he grew fond of them to an unnatural degree. Rather than the Fae and the 
Giants — his brethren — Merlin found himself allied with man, fostering and advising 
many a king, all to create a better era for them to exist. While standing amidst the 
people and the knights, he never let the smile slip off his face, and he found enjoyment 
in human activity. He aimed to administer as he would nurture a flower — something 
that would lead to him going down in history as one of the greatest kingmakers to ever 
live. All of this came about from Merlin’s desire to complete this tapestry in a way that 
he would find beautiful — as a ‘happy ending’ for humanity. 


In fact, it left no room for love towards any single human being, or humanity at all. 


To man, Merlin might appear a sterling figure; however, from a general human 
perspective, the nature of Merlin was in truth closer to a sort of locust. He was entirely 
too mechanical, too objective; his thoughts advanced by leaps and bounds, 
irreconcilably beyond the comprehension of the intelligent beings born of this planet. 
He was attracted to the exquisite and the beautiful, but he did not love them; 
exquisite, beautiful things simply, comfortably, snugly filled the hole in his heart. He 
loved the concept of ‘humanity’s legacy’ but he was utterly incapable of transferring 
that emotion to the actual human beings taking part in creating it. 


He might find a work of art lovely — but he would never be interested in its content, or 
see any worth in the emotional highs and lows experienced by the one who created it. 
He would only see the beauty of the piece, without understanding the meaning. 


Merlin himself knew that this peculiar appetite was an appalling thing, but he could 
hardly change it; after all, he was born with the morals of a different kind of creature. 
Incubi did not evaluate the contents of the dreams they devoured, only the degree to 
which it sustained their existence. It was no different from humans gathering at the 
table and partaking in their meals, with little thought for what the animals they 
devoured might have accomplished beforehand. 


“T survive by eating dreams, and while I love to see reveries of hope and joy, 
nightmares are both easier to find and much more filling. It is far more difficult to 
subsist on the former — not to mention certainly raising the hurdle for the dreamer as 
well... and, here we are.” 


Merlin stopped, figuring that he had removed himself far enough away from the 
vicious claws of the witch. Before him stood a gate assembled from roughly hewn 
stone of such massive size as to bring to mind the Stonehenge, and between them laid 
the same barren plain as before. A single phrase was carved into the gate: “only the 
sinless may pass.” 


“Tt appears I have been deceived.” 


Merlin shrugged and made no attempts to avoid the gate, simply walking under it and 
sowing his flowers as he always did. 


As soon as he did, the gentle slope he stood on changed completely. Thick walls of 
stone sprang from the earth as though to entrap the guest, stretching skyward 
without limit and sealing in the Magus. Merlin stood in the centre of this infinitely tall 
stone tower and turned around to find that the gate had disappeared. He was 
surrounded by stone walls on all sides — caged in a five square metre space carved 
from Paradise itself. That was the essence of this boundary field; some enemy of 
Merlin’s had ensured that the Magus would spend the rest of his life in this tower. 


“Truly I do not understand humans. A curse of this scale must have required an 
enormous cost — possibly taking even the life of the caster. Strange, I have no memory 
of offending that girl to such a degree... and if I cannot recall it, surely it must not have 
been anything important.” 


“Only the sinless may pass.” 


Merlin stepped through the gate, understanding that it was a trap, because he could 
not suffer those words. After all, it was true that he wished for humanity’s ultimate 


happiness despite not having any love for human beings. For the sake of bringing 
happiness and prosperity to humanity, he expended many human lives and treated 
them as little more than insects. There existed no good or evil in his actions, no love or 
hate — not even the awareness of sin. In fact, Merlin would likely consider himself the 
only one in the world deserving of the word ‘sinless’ and believe that the gate’s words 
actually referred to him specifically. 


From a larger point of view, one could argue that Merlin had affections for humanity 
itself. However, he willingly entangled himself in the world of man and found joy in 
his actions. He merely lent his hand to humanity and fashioned them kings, but he felt 
neither responsibility nor guilt for what would befall the countries after — at least, not 
until he heard the parting words of a single girl. 


‘Well... 1 suppose this cannot be helped.” 


Merlin sat himself upon a small protrusion jutting from the ground that was the only 
feature of this isolated gaol. It was far too stiff to be considered a proper seat, but 
putting himself on it granted the perfect height by which to gaze through the solitary 
window in the wall. 


Only now did he fully realize the purpose of his visit here. What could be seen through 
the window was not the Britain of reality; however, to Merlin, any view was the same 
as he would be able to perceive all the events of the entire era through it. The Magus of 
Flowers went through the drafts and sketches he had made in life thus far and drew 
from the depths of his robe a hidden familiar — a Cath Palug. 


Merlin began to talk. The end was in sight — so before that, let us talk a little about the 
past. 


01. The Morning of Selection 


The morning rays seeped through the gaps in the door, prickling her eyelids, and she 
awoke. Her surroundings were dim, filled with the smell of hay and the presence of 
other living creatures. Casting an eye to the blanket wrapped around her as some bare 


form of protection against the cold - doubtless the work of her stepbrother - made her 
recall that she was in the stables. She had been so concerned with a newborn foal that 
she spent the entire night with it. 


"Oh, no... I mustn't delay Ector again..." 


The kind face of the stepfather who had raised her for the past fifteen years appeared 
in the girl's mind as she hurriedly but carefully put away the blanket, set her clothes 
straight, and prepared the morning feed for the horses - the routine task which began 
the day for her. Once she was done taking care of them, it was time to head to the 
garden behind the household where her stepfather awaited. Every morning, she would 
be allowed one mouthful of bread to sustain herself through her sword training, and 
only after its completion would the famished combatants breakfast. It was a daily 
practice established between herself and Ector. 


"T finally managed to land a blow on Ector yesterday... In truth it only pushed him 
back a step, but is that not enough to make a difference on the unforgiving field of 
battle? It might lead to the opponent losing his footing. So it was my victory, of sorts, I 
suppose..." 


The girl spoke happily to her stepfather's beloved horse as she passed a brush through 
its thick coat. 


Ector was the strongest and toughest knight in the world that she knew. Although he 
had not attained great renown in battle - never being a topic of rumors, having never 
sought fame for himself - he was the very ideal of knighthood for the girl. And while 
the passage of time bested all men and Ector withdrew from the front lines of war, it 
did not diminish his skill with a blade. Her joy was as clear as day the moment she had 
forced her stepfather to show even the slightest surprise. 


"But he seems rather troubled as of late... him, of all people. I worry for him." 


Her stern teacher had softened somewhat. The pitiless instructor, who would took 
note of her every action and promptly called attention to her mistakes, now often 
looked to the girl with an unspeakable expression on his face - one of unease, and of 
remorse, and of sorrow. 


It was a surprise for her to see such weakness in the old knight. She wanted to help 
him resolve whatever it was that tormented him, but how much could a simple squire 
such as herself do? 


"T wish that you would speak freely of your troubles. I will do everything I can to help... 
unless you plan to cut down on our meals... is it something to do with your body?" 


She had once asked this of him. 


"It's only your imagination. I shall be fit for another ten years, I assure you.... and 
Artoria, my good sir, it seems you are not quite ready to do 'everything' to help." 


He would only reply as he always did, in a matter-of-fact tone. And while it was good 
that Ector remained hale and hearty, that only stoked her curiosity further as to what 
was bothering him. 


The girl stood lost in her own thoughts until her stepfather's horse brushed her cheek 
with its long face. 


"Yes... it must be my brother causing trouble again. Not even Ector can cure Kay of 
that sharp tongue of his." 


The girl stroked the back of the horse with a wry smile on her face, and then left the 
stable behind. Opening the wooden door, a great field of grass spread before her eyes, 
lit by the morning sun. 


Their residence was outside of the main town, removed from the daily lives of greater 
society. Although Ector did prefer the quiet, he did not dislike company; the girl knew 
that she was the reason her stepfather had chosen to live here. It always made her feel 
apologetic whenever the thought crossed her mind, but she understood that to bea 
trespass on his pride. After all, Ector had performed his duties as a knight - taking her 
in, raising her, even while leaving behind his place next to the other knights. She could 
not respond to his actions with guilt. Her feelings towards Ector shall always be those 
of gratitude. Such as it had been, so it would forever be. 


"Hmm... but..." 
She did, however, have one complaint in that he would never allow her to call him 
'father'. Ector was adamant in never permitting the girl to call him by that name, 


filled with her love. 


The old knight awaited her in the back garden. Over all these years, his form had 
remained unchanged - always bidding her forward and sternly impressing the finer 


matters of swordsmanship upon her. Ten years had passed since she learned to take 
up the sword, and not a single day had gone by without his diligent teachings. 


"Sorry to keep you waiting, Ector! I overslept!" 


Throwing the piece of bread prepared by Ector into her mouth, she picked up a 
wooden sword. 


"You seem lively enough for one who just woke up. Very good then... there is no need 
for me to hold back this morning, as well." 


The old knight calmly and smoothly brought his sword and shield to bear as he always 
would - and the girl pretended not to notice the regret weighing down on his softened 
gaze. 


KOK 


After their breakfast, Ector passed to her a full set of knight's gear. 


"Artoria, it seems Kay forgot his things. Go to town and bring it to him. You can make 
it on time if you leave now." 


Kay - son of Ector and her stepbrother - had gone out to the town. There was 
apparently some sort of fair taking place; he had ridden off on Ector's horse to join in 
the festivities, but in his haste forgot that most important possession of the knight, 
his lance. 


"Sigh... my own brother, a knight, forgetting his own lance." 

"Indeed. There have been no jousting held in recent years, after all; we have only had 
draft horses and few steeds suitable for combat. That was one reason why I could not 
teach you the handling of the lance." 

"Is that so? It seems simple enough, fashioning a mock spear." 

"You cannot be trained on a mockery of the real thing. I can provide you a fake sword, 
but not a fake spear - that was what the great Magus had dictated. It would not do for 


you to acquire any strange quirks in your spear hand, he said." 


"T will not acquire.... quirks. I only need to deliver this to Kay, yes?" 


"Do so.... it is your last task for the day." 


The girl gave a nod, took out one of the horses, put her brother's belongings on its 
back and made for the town. Travelling down the hill upon which Ector's house stood 
and passing through the grasslands, she made her way between the fields. She could 
see some clouds in the sky, but given the clear weather visible in all directions, there 
should be no concern of rain. The thought of her brother pressed on her, but she held 
her horse to its usual pace. With the heavy luggage on its back, she should not force it 
to move any faster. 


"There is nobody around... it's so lonely, even though it's time for the harvest." 


After passing her gaze over the familiar farmsteads, she turned her eyes towards the 
distant forests. It had provided much for them; the hunters would enter and bring 
back only the meat and wood they needed. However, since the year before, it was no 
longer their hunting ground; outsiders had entered it, slowly encroaching on the 
livelihood of the Britons. Now, if you entered the forest and had the poor luck to run 
into them, those tribesmen would not only take your spoils for tomorrow - but likely 
your life that very day. 


Fifth-century Britain was an island beset by storms. It began with the fall of the great 
empire on the continent; having lost its protection, the power of Britain waned, and 
the tumult across the sea brought new enemies to their shores. The Saxons, as they 
were called, crossed the waters seeking food and clothing and land - everything they 
needed to sustain themselves. 


Britain was a nation ruled by many tribes and kings. Although there was endless 
conflict between the tribes themselves, they were also at war with the Picts inhabiting 
the north. It was the threat of this northern invasion that led to the cooperation 
between the kings. 


However, there was one among them who broke the covenant. He aimed to employ 
foreign tribes for his own ends, claiming to seek the unification of Britain. This 
traitorous king was Vortigern - the incarnation of the white dragon that was born of 
Britain and would one day destroy it. Vortigern was the one who had invited the 
Saxons and threw them into the chaos embroiling the island. 


Londinium, the fortress built under the rule of the old empire that was the linchpin of 
Britain, laid in ruins. Uther Pendragon, known as the greatest of kings, was defeated 


in battle with Vortigern and forever disappeared from the eyes of the people. Vortigern 
granted land to the Saxons and by doing so, allowed the other kings a moment of 
repose, which helped to silence their complaints towards the onslaught of foreign 
tribesmen. However, even to this day, many of them made their opposition known. 


Britain had entered a dark age. War became practically routine. The island itself had 
hardly an abundance of fertile land on which to grow what few things they could, and 
the lives of its people became more strained by the day. It was clear that the nation 
would destroy itself in a not too distant future. However, the Britons did not lose hope 
- for all of this had been prophesied by the great Magus Merlin, who was an adviser of 
King Uther and protector of Britain. 


"King Uther is choosing the one who would become his successor. 


The advent of the red dragon shall bring the Knights together and vanquish the white 
dragon. 


It shall soon be known. The King lives." 


-Knight's Discourse (Kay) 


I don’t like old stories. In particular, I don’t like other people’s old stories. Just what is 
so entertaining about having to listen to others brag about themselves? I’d rather 
swim with salmon if I had the time for that. No, I’m not saying I like salmon. If I have 
to swim, it is with awoman, and she better be a fine one at that. If all you want is to 
listen to me talk though, I will bear with it a bit. This is my attempt at what the poets 
do. With practice, it would be of use when wooing a woman who is not all there. 


Five years; that was the age that we became family. Not my age, hers. I knew when I 
first laid eyes on her that she would be a beaut, but then my old man said to guide her 
as if she were my brother, and that’s how I decided to see her. I didn’t think there was 
any chance in hell it could be kept a secret though. 


King Uther was a man above other men, but still a man in the end. He probably knew 
that he would lose to the Picts in the North and in the coming battle against Vortigern, 
to say nothing of the Saxons. So he came up with the idea of making the next king, not 
one who was merely above other men, but something that was no man. A hybrid 
between man and dragon. The incarnation of the king born in the mold of a human 
body. Merlin loved it. He must have been running throughout the castle with his hands 
up in the air. What, you want me to stop embellishing what I haven’t seen? I’m not 
guessing. I’m certain that’s what happened. You magi and your lot love the new, the 
foolhardy, the unimaginable. 


Continuing on, the raw material of the king was made unbeknownst to all else, with 
King Uther’s blood, dragon blood, and the blood of a noblewoman best suited for 
binding them together. There wasn’t a trace of romance in it. No exchange of letters, 
no secret rendezvous at night; just an act for leaving behind results. What, you think 
there was love in it? Are you daft, man? It’s because you can’t even understand that 
you’re inhuman. 


And that was how Arto — King Arthur was born. 


They call it conceptual fertilization in magery so I hear. Not making a dragon a man, 
but giving a man the functions of a dragon. She may have been a human being at first, 
but there’s something unnatural mixed inside. 


“The King is not the incarnation of the dragon; his heart is a single dragon. His 
magical power is of a level beyond ours. I ask you not to seek the same values as ours 
from one possessing magic like the gods.” 


That's what Agravain would regularly say to the knights, but I concur, not as much as 
he may have meant of course. No one under those conditions would grow up into 
being a proper human being. You wouldn’t expect it normally. Yet, that’s what wasn’t 
normal about her. Everything else about her was normal when she was a runt except 
for that. It is almost hard to believe now, but she had been no different from the other 
girls in town. She’d been disciplined by the old man and etiquette drilled into her 
bones, but once in town, she became just like her surroundings. She was a town girl, a 
simple town girl. 


But her being a poor loser was a trait she was born with. Defeat to her wasn’t being 
sore over losing to someone other, it was being sore at her own weakness. Her pride 
may take a blow, but soon after she would bring her face up. She wasted no time 
consoling herself. Optimistic to the point of ludicrousness, but hurt easily. She must 


have been too serious to brush things off. The knights outside of the castle talk as if 
she has a heart of iron, but she was reed, not iron. She may be bruised, but not once 
has her heart broken. A girl like that was raised for ten years under the strict watch of 
my old man. So of course she would become an ideal king. It was nothing but trouble 
from me however. I wasn’t there to see her pull the sword. A part of me thought ‘just 
do as you will’. After all, why should I have to warn her, who has had everything since 
she was born? I had no reason to stop her. She can sod off for all I care. 


You should know more than me about what happened next. And you won’t have me 
talking of the days when we were training and adventuring after she took out the 
sword. I might find myself swinging a blade at you from years of pent-up grudges if I 
recollect all of the trouble you and her dragged me into. 


When she finished her training and mastered Caliburn, she finally began calling 
herself the rightful king. She had humble beginnings. She started with saving a tribe 
and establishing a base of operations. The old man did teach her that laying 
groundwork was critical. If we were to defeat Vortigern, it was ideal to raise an army to 
match his while being as low profile as possible. 


To date, there have been eleven pitched battles against the Saxons, but the Round 
Table at the very first of them consisted of only you and me I believe. From there, 
everything took off. She reorganized the lost cataphracts and literally raced across the 
battlefield freely, crushing Saxon footsoldiers and breaking through many barricades. 
Gods, who would have thought she would adopt those tactics after seeing how much 
she loved taking care of the creatures. What? You’ re saying that people were dying 
too? It’s fine if soldiers die. They were fighting to protect their families and their land. 
It was survival. But not for horses; they had nothing to do with the squabbles between 
men and other men. They don’t consider why they are running and even why they are 
dying. That is a different sin from the death of our men. For her it was at least. 


It was when she emerged victorious from one of those battles that the name of King 
Arthur became known throughout the island. Ah, but somewhere along the way she 
fell into Morgan’s trap thanks to a certain someone’s womanizing and lost Caliburn. 
What? That was a necessary ritual for acquiring Excalibur? I don’t give a toss. I can 
remember how ridiculous she looked as she marched with us trying to conceal from 
everyone that she had lost her holy sword. Her face was paler than pale can be. 
Because of that, I ended up once again having to make a wood carving of a bird 
catching a salmon. And Morgan. 


How did such a fine lady become such a frightening thing? Just when it seemed as if 
she had the innocence of a fairy, she became as magnificent as a warrior maiden, and 
then suddenly possessed the brutality of a witch. If you ask me, it’s as if there were 
three women inside of her. Still, she is the proper daughter of King Uther. Morgan may 
have had similar circumstances as she had. She never let go of her hatred for Arthur 
since the building of Camelot, and come to think of it, I’ve not heard much of her 
lately. 


But yes, let me get back to where I was. 


Vortigern finally gets off his arse to settle things with King Arthur once and for all. 
That was when she took back the citadel that was Vortigern’s base. Though in this 
battle, the only one other than King Arthur who was of any use in the battle was Sir 
Gawain who had a holy sword just like her. And so King Arthur defeated Vortigern the 
Usurper and reclaimed the citadel. That would be this chalk castle, Camelot of the 
Round Table. Camelot Castle was completed, and the reign of King Arthur began at 
last. 


Since then, ten years have gone by. There’d never been a dull moment, for both you 
and I. You fooled around with women while calling yourself the aid of the king, and I’d 
chase after a woman’s rump while performing my duties as one of the Round Table on 
the side. And King Arthur, she would bring and bind together a group of bickering 
lords and fight well against the Saxons. 


So like Uther the previous King had wished for, the ideal king was born. Meanwhile my 
wotries have amounted to nothing. I thought there would be at least one of us who 
would voice his thoughts, but even in this current state of affairs there is not a knight 
who would press further into what a lie that was. The joke of these "clean knights 
serving the chalk castle" is not funny anymore. When it came down to it, no one truly 
accepted King Arthur. And who can blame them? She stopped aging through the power 
of her holy sword. She still looked as she did when she was fifteen, the age she pulled 
out the sword. There were many knights who were unsettled by her, but the majority 
hailed their liege’s immortality as a mystery. Deep down inside, they scoffed at the 
notion of a child being a king for much longer and readied themselves for the power 
struggles that would come when the king falls. King Arthur is not a king accepted by 
all. She was only a temporary king, only accepted when her reign was going well. So 
long as she performs as a king, the unsettling parts could be ignored. Even if there was 
one who discovered what the king truly was, they stayed quiet while she still proved to 
be a capable king. And when they realized that the ideals of the ideal king they so 
praised won’t save everyone, they pushed all the blame on her. 


And look where it brought us. I imagine Mordred will raise troops against us when 
King Arthur returns from Rome. I’ve had enough of this foolish infighting. I’ll think of 
some reason to excuse myself from it all. Perhaps join up with that other fellow 
womanizer, Lancelot — I, no. That is the one thing I will never do. It’s fine, I'll set off 
sail for some other land and spend my days there. With all that fortune I’ve amassed, I 
have no need to fight anymore. And you, you will be fleeing to Avalon are you not? Best 
to end this idle talk lest you have your head chopped off for being an opportunist. 


What? You want to hear what I think of King Arthur? 


.. Yeah, there is one thing I wanted to ask you. Since she had been aware, she’d been 
trained by the old man and given a king’s education for the greater portion of the day. 
And the sole free time she had, the time she should be sleeping, she spent taking care 
of the needs of the horses and patrolling the village. In her life, she never personally 
experienced what it was she was trying to protect. Is there anything that makes one 
shudder so much? Iam a man who will cut off the head of a giant if asked, but she 
made even me wince. When we were still living with my father, I couldn’t help but 
have to speak my mind, because of how sickening it was. 


“Hey you, when are you sleeping?” 
“Don’t worry, brother. Iam asleep from dawn until the sun rises.” 


She smiled when she said that. Dawn until the rise of the sun. That’s not even three 
hours. I was dismayed, but it served as a good opportunity for me to learn that a 
mundane person like I will never get anything good coming from being involved with 
this overly-serious fool. 

But then some days later, I met you and learned something I did not want to know. 
That a magus, one who was an incubus, was teaching her how to be a king in even her 
dreams. 

‘What a laugh. In other words, she hadn’t even been sleeping.” 

No one else knew though. 


And so looking before the end of our kingdom, I find myself thinking, 


“Bollocks. What was it that she wanted to do so much to have to go that far?” 


02. Light of the Planet 


After the defeat of Vortigern, King Arthur had a great task in rebuilding the destroyed 
city. With the return of the owner of the holy sword, the city regained its original 
mystique and was reborn as Camelot, the Castle of White Walls. 


The years of King Arthur's reign over Britain refer to the ten years between the 
completion of Camelot and the battle at Camelot Hill. I'm sure you've heard of it. The 
war against the alien race barbarians? called by Vortigern was still going on, but it was 
generally a peaceful decade. 


The war with the Picts in the north was over, the Saxons had lost their momentum, 
and the cavalry, now lords and ladies, were getting along reasonably well. This was the 
last Romance era on the planet. There were still mysteries to be found in the fierce, 
magic and sorcery. It was a time of twilight, when there was still mystery, sorcery. 
Most of the legends of the Knights of the Round Table took place during this period. 
"It's nice to have an official office, but isn't it a bit too grand? It's no different from 
the shelf of the Round Table. It's not much different from a shelf at a round table. I 
prefer a simpler, leaner look." 


She placed her hand on the wooden table with an unenthusiastic effort. 


The desk is polished to a mirror-like finish and has detailed designs on it. He had been 
in the field a lot. I'm sure the castle life is too luxurious and uncomfortable for her. 


"It is the duty of a king to live a life of luxury, King Arthur. It's all right, Camelot. The 
fairies did eighty percent of the work, so it's not made with your people's taxes." 


"Is that so? Then who is the one working day and night to repair the castle?" 


"Half of them are fairies disguised as humans, and the other half are humans who 
pretend not to notice that they are faires." 


"What a surprise, I had heard that the fairies had left the earth and gone to Avalon. I 
thought that the only things left on the island were the giants and monsters that 
despised people." 


"Yup. The fairies escaped to the Reverse Side of the World, but it's still possible to 
enter and exit." 


"The gate will disappear soon, though." 


"It's biased to say that the giants hate human beings. They cannot break free from 
their material yoke." 


"They can't live in a spiritual body like fairies, so they can't move to the Reverse Side 
of the World." 


"Their only choice is to remain on the Earth. Scared to be driven out by civilization, 
they have no choice but to live like this." 


"Then what about dragons? Is there a dragon somewhere in this land that can protect 
Britain?" 


She asked out of pure curiosity. Not out of sympathy for the dragon that was her 
parent, but out of pure frankness. 


"The dragon has been underground for as long as the Western calendar has been in 
existence. It's been almost five hundred years since he fell asleep." 


By now he has turned to stone and eventually will seep into the soil. The dragon's soul 
has already been transferred to the other side. It's just that the soul-less body will 
turn into ore after death. 


Is that so? As expected of Merlin, you know your stuff. 


"Of course. Iam your teacher in weapons and magic, there are still so many things I 
want to tell you." 


"But for now, I'm the king of the books. The Saxons are about to cross the sea again. 
Their numbers are increasing. I wonder who's in charge of the south now." 


"Sir Tristan and Bedivere. They can last a month with the supplies they have." 
"Oh. If Bedi is around, Tristan will work hard. I'm sorry Bedi, but it's a great team." 


"Merlin. Correction, Sir Tristan is a very serious man. His sensibilities are a bit too 
poetic for my taste. so he only appears to be devoted to comforting the opposite sex." 


The only ones who are disloyal are you and Sir Kay. 
"Oh, my God! In your mind, I'm as hollow as Kay, even though I'm your teacher!" 


"But you're wrong Artoria. It is true that I have many loves, but all of them are pledges 
of eternal love. They are not as pessimistic as Sir Tristan's, or forgotten the next day 
like Kay's. It's about a man and a woman in love with each other, aiming for a happy 
affair." 


"T see. Well, that's Agravain's assessment. He may not talk much, but he is the best 
judge of character." 


"It's getting worse! I can't believe you' d trust that gloomy ghost of a man. Sure, he's 
got a good eye, but he's anervous wreck, and he's like the incarnation of a holy priest 
with absolutely no respect for authority! The best thing about the knights at the round 
table is that they are all eccentric and never boring." 


"That's the best part!" 

In Camelot, there is a relic called the Round Table. It is a literal round table, at which 
all sworn knights, regardless of rank, sit together as equals. It was originally a sign of 
heroism, a Mystic Code to show their bond, but it has been reworked for Camelot. 


Camelot Castle is based on this round table and represents its shape in this world. 


If King Arthur's holy sword is the energy source required to maintain the castle, the 
round table is like a pillar that holds the castle in place. 


There are enough seats for thirteen people, and King Arthur is one of those seated at 
the round table. At the moment, there are still many empty seats, but soon there will 


be twelve knights. Why twelve instead of thirteen? Because the Round Table has what 
is known as the most dangerous seat in the house. No one wanted to sit in this chair 
because it was the unlucky thirteenth. At that time, anyone at the round table could sit 
at that table. 


The Tristan she had mentioned earlier was the son of King Rivalen, a beautiful man 
who had become a wandering knight for one reason or another. Also known as the 
Child of Sorrow. It is said that even fairies worry about their appearance in front of 
him and hide in the bushes from embarrassment 


This is, regrettably, true. 


If the opponent is a woman, she will probably be quicker to pierce with a glance than 
with an arrow. 


Tristan is the best archer at the Round Table, but calling him an "archer" is a bit of a 
stretch. Archers from all over the world say, ''That's a bow. The only thing he can do is 
to protest, ''That's not true, you have a fundamental misunderstanding of the bow. I 
can't help it. 


Agravain is related to King Arthur ...... and is the son of his sister, Morgan, who is 
directly related to King Uther. 


He is aman who became a knight of the round table as a result of this relationship. He 
is acold-hearted man who never expresses regret and never gets angry. Although he 
is aknight, King Arthur praises and believes that he is equal in everything. 


The other knights of the Round Table are suspicious of him because he sends soldiers 
to the dead ground without hesitation, however, no one can strongly resist because 
there is no impure point in his private life. 


Agravain rarely stands on the front lines, but when he does, he can survive unscathed 
no matter how strong the enemy. The knights of the Round Table are considered 
heroes. But not all of them are as strong as they are, and even they are not as strong as 
King Arthur. And even they are not as strong as King Arthur. 


The barbarism of the foreign peoples has somehow been stifled. But the future of 
Britain remains in the balance, and the lives of its people will not change. Yes. Even if 
you defeat the cause of the Black Age The fact that the future will not be brightened by 
defeating the cause of the jury's black confrontation is what is causing the malice to 


grow in the hearts of the people. Wasn't King Arthur a shining king, and wasn't 
following his words going to make us a prosperous country? 


"That's not the problem. This island is poor to begin with. The people of Britain are 
falling into darkness because the Radiant Tower can no longer be seen." 


"The Radiant Tower? You mean Rhongomyniad, the Holy Lance?" 


"Yeah. Speaking of which, I still haven't explained the difference between the Holy 
Sword and the Holy Lance. 


The Holy Sword was born within the planet - - a god-made weapon forged by the 
planet's hands. It was created by this planet in anticipation of a foreign enemy that 
would destroy the planet. 

It's asword to protect the planet, not a weapon to protect humans. Of course, you can 
use it against barbarian tribes, but it was originally meant to defeat 'Destruction.' 
That's why--" 


"Its true power cannot be used outside of a battle to save the world, right? There's no 
need for such concern. Caliburn aside, Excalibur is simply far too powerful. You 
mistake my priorities to think that I would use it to scorch a few barbarians." 


"Exactly. The planet's light is meant to be used at the opportune time. Remember this, 
for there may come a time when you must fight not as a king, but as a lone hero. 
Reckless use of the Holy Sword will absolutely come back to bite you. You're probably 
tough enough to get away unscathed, but the people around you aren't so sturdy." 


"Merlin. I tolerate you because you speak the truth unvarnished, but please stop 
talking about people as if they're lumps of iron." 


"My apologies. Next is the Holy Lance. Instead of a weapon to defeat a foreign enemy, 
it's something that stabilizes the planet... or rather, it acts as an anchor for the planet. 
Earlier, you mentioned fairyland. It isn't some in some completely different world. It's 
beneath your feet -- in the reverse side of the world, separated from us by a thin 
film." 


"Beneath my feet... underground?" 


"You can think of it that way. Put another way, beneath the foundation we call your 
world, there exists a gap called fairyland, and the earth's surface is below that. 


Both your world and fairyland are nothing more than layers. Textures. Each of them 
are aspects attached to the earth's surface." 


"Textures... Britain, you mean?" 
"Not just Britain. The entire human world. In fact, Britain is a tad special. 


Artoria, there's more to the world than just what you can see. When you humans 
reached the Throne of Primacy, the fairies saw that the state of the planet was 
changing, and accepted this fate. 
The planet changes its physical laws based on the activity of life on its surface. The era 
of abundant mystery and mana gradually began to decline when you humans became 
the 
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greatest power. The gods with personalities became natural phenomena, and 
atmospheric ether dispersed. The decline of mystery had been accelerating since the 
death of Solomon, the King of Magic. Then, five hundred years ago, the Age of Gods 
finally, completely, came to an end. This planet became independent of nature, now 
that it was owned by animals who could manage to survive on their own even if they 
were removed from the natural cycle. 


Yes, it would be simplest to say that humanity caused this. The inclination of the 
intelligence that humans acquired -- their mentality -- was a desire to illuminate the 
darkness of uncertain laws. Consequently, the planet's rules were altered to become 
laws best suited to human life. Both dragons and fairies broke humanity's laws, so 
they moved to the reverse side of the world. They yielded the surface to you." 


Then, all that remained on the surface were those who lacked the power to move, or 
who refused to accept their end. 

The former were no danger, but the latter posed a grave threat to humans. These 
powerful individuals could survive despite the loss of atmospheric mana, so they 
might have lived on for centuries as threats to mankind. 


"Anyway, you've become the representatives of this planet. Still, it's just a thin layer 
that could easily peel away. When a cloth is going to be carried away by the wind, what 
do you do? Do you leave it alone? Of course not! You pin it in place, lest it be torn 
asunder. The texture of the world that you humans live in is anchored to this planet by 
the Holy Lance. It is the lance that shines at the World's End. The pillar that protects 
humanity. Rhongomyniad." 


Artoria's eyes went wide, but not because the mage described something too massive 
to imagine. 


Rather... the lance had already been given to her. 
"B-But why give me something of such import! ?" 


"Because you're the king of Britain. Listen, this island is special. The continent is 
firmly part of the human world. There, countries are connected by land, so the 
rewriting of the physical laws proceeded quickly. But here, things are different. The air 
and mysteries of the Age of Gods still linger. It's the quirk of a small island kingdom 
-- the more isolated it is from the mainland, the easier it is for mystery to remain. 
Britannia in particular is key. It's like the navel of the planet. To those who live in 
mystery, it's a holy land that may as well be our heart. 


So, if... let me think. If someone wanted to fill the planet with Ether once more, he'd 
undoubtedly build his workshop here on this island. This place is the final relic of the 
Age of Gods, so it could be a tipping point to flip the entire world backwards. 

The Holy Lance exists to stake the world in place and prevent that from happening. To 
protect Britain is to seal a world of magic." 


She felt weary to the bone. Looking down at her hands which had thoughtlessly 
accepted the lance, Artoria gulped. 


"But, Merlin. I hold the lance. Does that mean it's not anchoring the world?" 


"No, the Tower of the End is in place. It's invisible to human eyes because you're 
holding it. That brilliant, shining tower beyond the horizon rests in your hands. So, 
are you excited now that you've suddenly become a god?" 


"That's absurd! Take it back- Oh no, but I can't leave it to you, either! You'd definitely 
plant it in some random rock to confuse people for your amusement!" 


"Hahaha, you know me so well. You'll just have to take good care of it, then. In any 
case, the lance that Vivian forced on you is like a shadow of the Tower. It wouldn't be 
given to someone who'd try to misuse it in the first place. Take Vortigern, for 
instance." 


- Knight's Discourse (Lancelot) 


When we returned to my domain’s castle and arrived in my chambers, sleep overtook 
the Queen. Small wonder. She had been branded with adultery and taken to a decrepit 
castle awaiting judgment in a stone cell, which she had finally become freed from. 
Finding safe haven relieved her of the tension that had built up, allowing her mind to 
fall into unconsciousness at last. 


On her cheeks were the stains of tear streaks. What ailed her was not that she was 
driven from Camelot nor was it that I had stolen her. It was that she had betrayed King 
Arthur. The marks on her face were from her constant apologies to the King thinking 
of the pain our relationship must have wrought. My uncouth fingers could not even 
wipe away her tears. The other knights know not of how much the Queen had loved 
and supported the King. She was called a traitor, called unfaithful, but her heart 
remained one of a fair maiden. Doubtless she was continuing to apologize to the King 
even now in her dreams. 


Between the King and the Queen was no normal relationship, but it was founded upon 
accepting what was out of their power. Had there been no interloper such as I, the 
King and the Queen would have continued their lives with their secret preserved, there 
would have been no fighting between the Knights of the Round Table, and Camelot 
would have been restored to its former glo — 


‘’..No, this was for the best. This was for the best.” 


I seated myself on the bed still in helm and armor. Knowing what circumstances the 
King was in, I at least owed it out of loyalty to remain in armor until the end of the 
expedition to Rome and the King’s return to Britain. The night was long. Until the 
Queen would awake, I reflected on what the Queen told me of half the life of the King. 


The king chosen to be the King of Britain was bestowed with a mysterious power. It 
waned however, and Uther, the previous King, was to have been the last of its keepers. 
King Uther feared that the next generation would no longer be under supernatural — 
under the protection of the British Isle, and was driven to the forbidden: to produce a 
child with his own blood and the blood of a dragon by man made means. The magus 
Merlin accepted King Uther’s proposal, and finding the best carrier for blending the 
two bloods he created the ideal king. It was for the sake of Britain’s survival. There 


was no ill intent in the act. It was the proper course of action for a ruler of a kingdom 
to wish to make an even stronger successor. 


The child born as the incarnation of a dragon became what the King and the magus 
had envisioned it to be. However, there lay two problems. One was that the child was 
female. The other was that Morgan, daughter of King Uther, also retained that 
supernatural blood against all expectation. 


Despite being the same offspring of Britain, her younger sister was the one to have 
received the love and hopes of her father, and Morgan despising her for it became a 
witch queen who craved vengeance for all her life. Agravain too was an assassin sent 
by Morgan, and Mordred was — nay, I shall say no more. It was true that Morgan was a 
ruler with immense power, that she was Uther’s daughter and retained the 
supernatural power thought to have died out with him. She, who was the owner of the 
British Isle, was a greater “King of the Island” than King Arthur. But she still was but a 
small pebble in the path of the King. The witch queen can do nothing to injure the 
heart of the King. 


The problem was the gender of the child that was born. She had to be raised by a man. 
One ruling over many lands and knights had to be a man. Only King Uther, her foster 
father Ector, and the magus knew her true identity. She literally cloaked herself in iron 
and concealed the truth for all her life. I know of the Sword of Selection. 


In my territory on the other side of the sea, I heard rumors of the King of Britain, 
chosen knight of the magus Merlin, champion who pulled out the holy sword none 
could pull out, single ray of hope in Britain who defeated the foreign invaders in its 
more dire times. As another knight, I had to be intrigued. No, I will be frank. I was 
young back then, filled with passion and conviction. I feigned lack of interest, 
increasingly conceitedly believing that this King of Knights in Britain was but rubbish, 
that I alone was the ideal knight. 


I began to be compared with the King of Knights in even my own land, and finally 
having had enough, I thought to see this so-called legend with my own eyes. By the 
Lord’s guidance perhaps, I met the King as soon as I landed in Britain in the midst of 
battle. The impact I felt then is not one to be forgotten, seeing her ride on horse with a 
body that could only be taken for a young boy, gallantly swinging her sword in a horde 
of invaders. Those who had little heart must have looked down on the King’s 
appearance, deriding it as not being fit for a knight. 


I was one of them. I thought that what was required in combat were weight, strength, 
and the stamina to keep fighting day and night. I thought that it was impossible for a 
boyish body to fend off even a single barbarian. But how wrong I learned I was. What 
mattered most in becoming a knight was not a tough body but the spirit that swore 
what it was one would discipline, what it was one’s sword was meant to protect: to 
continue holding onto unwavering convictions. 


I fought together with the King in that battle, and for my accomplishments I was 
granted the honor of speaking with her as a friend and invited to Camelot as a guest. 
Before long, I began desiring a seat on the Round Table. Many battles I saw as one of 
the Round Table, like the other knights who idolized the King, were not even able to 
penetrate through the King’s secrets and troubles. This is not to say there were none 
who had been suspicious of how the King appeared. But with the holy sword, the King 
does not receive injury, nor does she age. The holy sword had the blessings of the Lady 
of the Lake and granted immortality onto its bearer. For that reason, no one probed 
further into her frame that was too petite for a knight, and the knights came to 
become proud of her girlish countenance as a demonstration of how handsome their 
King was. 


The fact was that the King was invincible. Size and appearance could not change that. 
The people fearful of the advance of the foreign invaders desired a strong king, and 
the knights that rode on the battlefield would obey only a great commander. The King 
met all of those qualifications. And so no one questioned who the King truly was. That 
she protected the kingdom as its ruler was enough. The new King was fair and 
impartial, and she always stood at the vanguard on the field of battle slaying foe after 
foe. Many of her enemies and many of her people died, but her decisions were always 
in the right, and she governed better than anyone else. There was no room left for 
doubt, in fact, who among those she ruled would think they were the same human 
being as the King? 


“The King does not understand how others feel? Sir Tristan, nay, all the knights of 
Britain are mistaken. Why had it not occurred to any of you that the King was another 
person of Britain like the rest of you?” 


I was a knight from foreign soil. An outsider. The climate and the culture I was raised 
in was different. My beliefs at the crux of things did not mesh with theirs. The British 
put their island, their kingdom above all else, but I placed people over the kingdom. I 
believed the happiness of the individual mattered more than that of the kingdom. A 
French knight holds to the creed that he will take the hand of the woman he loves if 


she is in peril, even if it means abandoning his own country. I have experienced stigma 
because of it, but thanks to it I could observe the Round Table calmly. 


After Sir Tristan had left, the King’s fatigue became apparent. The Queen was 
concerned for the King and I too was concerned about the weight being placed on the 
King. I thought to lessen the King’s burdens even a little, and the Queen and I shared 
that as acommon goal. We conversed and came to respect and rely on each other. It 
was then that I became attracted to her. I felt something rare in how she backed up the 
King from the shadows, in the strength of her spirit. 


The burden inside her must have grown too large for her to contain the King’s secret. I 
learned from her of the true identity of the King, of the Queen’s loneliness, of my own 
callowness. At that moment I was seized by anger. Anger at all things pure. I felt an 
uncontrollable rage towards the island of Britain itself. 


And then my affair with the Queen was exposed by that man. 
‘““As I suspected. You never were a worthy queen for King Arthur, Guinevere.” 
“Agravain, how dare you!” 


The knight who rose to the rank of secretary knew the secret of the King. He knew it 
and used it to threaten the Queen. The insult to the Queen forced me to make my final 
choice. I cut my blade through many knights, took the lives of my former comrades on 
the Round Table, and fled to my own domain. I was a traitor who committed adultery 
and fell to becoming a foul beast undeserving to call itself a knight. 


The man deep inside of my soul cried out that this was what I had wanted. I took the 
woman I loved. King Arthur was a knight living in ideals, as I once had. But we age. 
People age. We cannot be everlasting like the King. There is far too little time for us to 
live by ideals. I had no longer been the knight that the King had such hopes for. What I 
committed with the Queen unexpectedly proved that. I even felt relief that the King 
would know of my disgrace, know of the limits of aman, and punish me for my 
disloyalty. But the King said she would forgive us. That right and just King said she 
would forgive me, me and the Queen. 


“My friend, my pride, my ideal knight. If you had seen fit to commit such actions, they 
must have good cause. I am sure of their justness.” 


When I saw the letter of pardon having those inscriptions on it, I foresaw that my soul 
would crumble from madness. 


“What is this?” 


Did the King not love Guinevere? No, I was certain she loved her. The King trusted the 
Queen as her wife, as her best friend. The King was giving forgiveness to those who 
trampled over her trust and friendship and abandoned her? It was absurd. It was 
absolutely absurd. She was only trying to keep face. Her responsibilities as king bound 
her to forgive her knight. Camelot will fall should I withdraw. The King was surely 
casing her heart in iron and forgiving the traitor that I was all the while holding the 
utmost contempt— 


“Tf only that were true. Had she been as worldly, I would never have pulled back.” 


Yes, the truth was I ran because I was afraid. The King was sincerely giving her 
forgiveness. She was giving her blessings. To the Queen and myself. As if she was 
reassured that there could be no better conclusion. She really was a King who existed 
only to defend the kingdom. She hid her identity for ten years for that sole purpose, 
doing nothing but protecting the people while denying herself of everything. 


If I were in the same position as the King, could I have forgiven those who wronged 
me? No, that was a flawed question. The King was unlike us from the very beginning. 
She was not a person, she had not been raised as a person. But still she tried to live 
rightly as one. A creature who did not know the happiness of a person loved the 
happiness of the people. She truly was a monster, a greater one than Vortigern. There 
was no way others could understand. Was she not living the convenient hell of our 
imaginations? 
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What was it that I had been so angered by? Even now I respect and adore the King. But 
as a human being, I cannot, I must not accept her way of being. To whitewash it as 
“wonderful” would make me no better than the knight who had left the castle. 


“Guinevere, is this what had been grieving you so?” 
The fear born in me now will one day become anger, then hate, and compel me to 


continue cursing the King who will continue to live in ideals for all eternity. It was a 
horrid future but it was a fitting punishment for one like me. 


The night was long. The sun had yet to rise on the horizon. I gazed at the island which 
had become a distant land to me, at the once glamorous chalk castle. 
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